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most advantage. I looked upon him as he walked, the
top of this mountain, as a being elevated above the mass
of mankind, as much in character as he was in local sit-
uation. I reflected on the long career of public duties
and stations through which he had passed, and that after
forty years spent on the tempestuous sea of political life,
he had now reached the haven of domestic life. Here
while the storm roared at a distance, he could hear its
roaring and be at peace. He had been a faithful labourer
in the harvest field of life, his labours were crowned with
success, and he had reaped a rich harvest of fame and
wealth and honor. All that in this, his winter of life he
may enjoy the harvest he has reaped. In him I perceive
no decay of mind or debility of frame and to all the wis-
dom and experience of age, he adds the enthusiasm and
ardour of youth. I looked on him with wonder as I
heard him describe the improvements he designed in his
grounds, they seemed to require a whole life to carry
into effect, and a young man might doubt of ever com-
pleting or enjoying them. But he seems to have trans-
posed his hopes and anticipations into the existence of his
children. It is in them he lives, and I believe he finds as
much delight in the idea that they will enjoy the fruit
of his present labours, as if he hoped it for himself. If
full occupation of mind, heart and hands, is happiness,
surely he is happy. The sun never sees him in bed, and
his mind designs more than the day can fulfil, even his
long day. The conversation of the morning, the letters
I had read, and the idea that this was the last day I was
to spend in his society, the last time I was ever to see
him, filled my heart with sadness. I could scarcely look
at or speak to him without tears. After dinner he went
to the carpenter's shop, to give directions for a walking
"seat he had ordered made for us, and I did not see himnters.n the original. of telling them.ry.
